Calphin,

Welcome back to the land of living.  I am sure you are wondering why I found you in the mines.  It is a long story, but believe it or not, we are cousins.   I need to start from the beginning so that you can understand fully.

Thola, your mother, and my mother, Greta, are sisters.  I assume this comes as a bit of a surprise to you, because mention of my mother’s name was forbidden in your household by your father’s decree.

Eighteen years ago the village of Kritonic was laid to waste by an orc raiding party.  During this attack my mother’s husband, Myre, was killed and my mother was raped.  My mother went to live with your parents and you after this.  You were just a wee baby at this point and would not remember this.  My mother was pregnant at this time but did not know if the child she was carrying was by Myre or an orc.  Once I was born, it was obvious I was the product of the orc.  Guinness, your father, was not willing to have the likes of me in his house.  He gave my mother the choice of choosing between being able to stay with your family and leave me in the forest, or to get out of his house.  Fortunately my mother chose me.  From that point on, my mother’s name could not be uttered in your house.  

My mother and I lived on the streets for the next seven years.  During that time we had to beg and steal to survive.  Fortunately the innkeeper of the Drunken Hedgehog, Dar, took us in.  He gave us jobs, a place to live, but most importantly he gave us renewed hope and a sense of family. 

Your mother would occasionally stop by and check in on us, but obviously she had to keep it a secret from your father.  During the last year I have done some bounty hunter work for the Darramor guard.  After you went missing and your parents were unable to find you, they came to my mother and me to implore me to search for you.  For months I have been on your trail.  Fortunately I found a group of adventurers, the Clan of the Bitter Rose, on a noble quest that took them on the same path I traveled.  Without their help I would never have stood a chance of retrieving you.  We have fought and slain countless enemies, including your torturer, D’Gran.  Several of us have died, including myself.  They were good enough to delay their respective quests so that you could be retrieved as quickly as possible.  They were also willing to allow me to take party treasure so that I could have you raised from the dead.  In return I have pledged my services towards their quests.  YOU OWE THESE PEOPLE MANY THANKS!

Now that you understand the nature of your rescue, I have some requests of you.  Please deliver the other letter and the three necklaces you were given to my mother at the Drunken Hedgehog in Darramor.  Realize that my being a half-orc does not make me something evil or fearsome.  Teach your father this lesson as well.  Refer to me as Myre.  Give my mother a big hug and invite her to dinner every Tuesday night.  If anything should happen to me, I am entrusting you to look after her.  Pray for my mother, and for the Clan of the Bitter Rose.  

Your cousin,

Myre
